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it; you remember my asking you whether either of your grandmothers was dead, and telling you that both mine were.
Believe me, dear Merivale,
Yours most truly, A. TENNYSON.
In 1829 my uncle Charles won a Bell Scholarship by the beauty of his translations. One sentence survived in my father's memory:
" And the ruddy grape shall droop from the desert thorn."
The brothers Charles and Alfred would humorously describe how Much Ado about Nothing was played by their friends in March, 1830. Kemble as Dogberry, Hallam as Verges, Milnes as Beatrice. When Beatrice sat down, her weight was such that she crashed through the couch, and sank on the floor, nothing to be seen but a heap of petticoats, much to the discomfiture of the players and the immeasurable laughter of the spectators. The incident used to remind my father by contrast of Kemble's observation to someone who was playing the part of Falstaff, " Pooh, you should see my sister: she does Falstaff better than any man living." My father, I may add, was famous in some parts of Shakespeare, especially in Malvolio.
In certain College rooms he was often asked to declaim the many ballads which he knew by heart, " Clerke Saunders," "Helen of Kirkconnel," "May Margaret," and others: and also his own poems " The Hesperides," "The Lover's Tale" (written 1827), "The Coach of Death "; and he would improvise verses by the score full of lyrical passion. I quote again from Edward Fitzgerald : "' Oriana' Tennyson used to repeat in a way not to be forgotten at Cambridge tables."
For his exercise he either rowed, or fenced, or took